SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

youth. Still, it was his duty to speak. So he ut-
tered his protests, one sacrilege after another,
until the village elders wagged their heads in
doubt and then shook them in anger at his utter-
ances against the good old ancient Chinese way.

Had not Wen, f rojh his earliest boyhood, been
looked upon with favor in Blue Valley, the hard
hands and strong muscles of the villagers would
have given him short shrift, for, verily, never had
anything so wicked been pronounced against the
sacred customs of China.

* * Worshipful Heaven!'' they exclaimed. * * Has
anything so felonious ever been spoken?" Sun's
attitude in the village midst could only be likened
to the cowboy of the West standing up in the
climax of the Sunday sermon and cursing the
preacher to the accompaniment of a few revolver-
shots at the chandelier.

From household to household the people of
Blue Valley discussed the madness of this lad of
whom they had all been so fond. Ah, it was well
that his elder brother Da Ko had made him come
back from that ruinous country, where men were
taught to dishonor the land of their ancestors.
Perhaps, after all, he might mend his ways and be
cured of the madness he had contracted in the land
of the Ocean-men. In the hope that he would even-
tually repent, and likewise under the fear of of-
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